APPENDIX   B.
armstrong's fight for life,
By Harold Greenwood,
(From John Bull, April 22, 1922, by permission.)
Many brilliant pens have been at work during the past fortnight de-
picting the salient features of the Armstrong trial. There is, of course,
a magnetism about a murder trial; drama enters naturally into it; and
everybody is fascinated to watch the long drawn out struggle between the
Crown and leading Counsel for the Defence, ranging around the silent
figure who for the most part can only sit helpless in the dock awaiting
an issue which for him means liberty or—death.
But when I read these brilliant descriptions of the trial, I feel that in
one sense they fall short of the reality. They are, of necessity, written
from the outside. Only the unfortunate creature who has himself been
" the man in the dock " during such a tremendous ordeal as that arising
from a charge of murder can begin to understand the inward, hidden
drama concealed from superficial observers.
If the stuffy and inconvenient Court House at Hereford—which I have
visited professionally on several occasions—bo substituted for the still more
vilely ventilated and poky Assize- Court in Carmarthen Town, I could
very well imagine that the dreadful experience I passed through some
fifteen months ago was being repeated as a sort of ghastly nightmare.
It will readily be understood, that, try as I wall, I cannot help making
a mental comparison between these two trials which are so remarkably
similar in their characteristic details.
When I read that the prisoner in the dock appeared " calm/' " stolid/'
" animated," or " smiling," I recall how unreal and futile such phrases
seem when read after the ordeal is over. I had a bundle of newspapers
to look through on the day following my acquittal—and they taught me a
lesson. For as a lawyer I have frequently defended men who claimed
they were innocent. Mostly I had been led to form my own opinion to a
large extent by the appearance of the accused in the dock. Facial calm-
ness or agitation, and the composed or distressed attitude of the prisoner-
is a dangerous index of the guilt or otherwise of any person.
For consider. The majesty of the Law may well be described as a
terror to evildoers: it may also be a frightful menace to the innocent.
While this Armstrong drama unrolls its slow length like a legal kinema
played out in incredibly dingy and dusty setting, I go back in memory
to my own experience.
To be arrested, safely caged up, to become the centre of universal
comment, to ^know that one's business, built up with such care, is daily
falling to ruins,, to be cut off from the world of home and friends, and
to be faced with the most atrocious charge that can be laid against any
man—that of subtle, secretive poisoning of a wife; that is sufficiently
agonising.
But there is another aspect, perhaps more dreadful.
It is the business of the Crown, when once a prosecution has been
decided upon, to press the case with the utmost industry.   And remember,
the Crown does not stop for money.   Inquiries are made regardless of
cost; expert evidence is paid for without the need of economy; witnesses
are found and maintained by the Crown.   In short, the case against the
accused is built up without the necessity for stinting money.
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